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CHAPTER VIII.

I RETIRED to my room, and wrote a letter to my servant at
the university, directing Mm to repair to Norberg Castle
with my horses and wardrobe. The fire blazed brightly;
the pen was fresh and brisk; the idea rushed into my head
in a moment, and I commenced my tragedy. I had already
composed the first scene in my head. The plot was simple,
and had been finally arranged while walking up and down
the saloon with the Countess. A bandit chief falls in love
with the wife of a rich noble, the governor of the province
which is the scene of his ravages. I sat up nearly all night
in fervid composition. I wrote with greater facility than
before, because my experience of life was so much increased
that I had no difficulty in making my characters think and
act. There was, indeed, little art in my creation, but there
was much vitality.

I rose very late, and found that the chace had long ago
called forth my fellow guests. I could always find amuse-
ment in musing over my next scene, and I sauntered forth,
almost unconscious of what I did. I found Christiana in a
fanciful flower garden. She was bending down tending a
favourite plant. My heart beat, my spirit seemed lighter;
she heard my step, she raised her smiling face, and gave me
a flower.

e Ah! does not this remind you,' I said, ' of a spot of early
days ? I should grieve if you had forgotten the scene of
our first acquaintance.'

c The dear garden house/ exclaimed Christiana, with an
arch smile. * Never shall I forget it. O Contarmi, what a
little boy you were then 1 '